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ITALIAN MOUNTAIN MAN 


I’m a smuggler for the Italian mafia. 
And she’s completely off limits...the Don’s daughter. 


I’ve wanted her for four long years, and I’m done waiting. 
Speaking up in front of the head of the family will likely get 
me killed, but life isn’t worth living without her. 


I’m tired of keeping my desire for her a secret, and that’s not 
the only secret I’m keeping. 


It’s time to come clean about everything, but when | do what 
happens when | find out she’s been keeping a secret of her 
own? 


*Italian Mountain Man is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Lucia 


“You will go with Lorenzo,” my father, Giuseppe Morabito, 
says as he looks across the room at the only man I’ve ever 
loved. 


My dad pauses, staring down Lorenzo who is unflinching. 
I’ve never seen someone return my fathers gaze the way 
Lorenzo does. | only wish he would do the same in return for 
the lusty looks I’ve been giving him for years. 


“He’s a little rough around the edges,” my dad announces so 
the whole room can hear. “But he knows not to be rough 
with you...or | will get rough with him until the last bit of 
oxygen passes from his lips.” 


The room is silent as it always is when my dad speaks. 
Usually I’m not privy to these kinds of conversations, let 
alone present, but tonight is different. 


The Italian police have been all over our family, the 
‘Ndrangheta. My dad knows they’re close and he needs to 
go away for a while. 


Not away as in prison, as my dad is a fighter and at eighty- 
four years old the last thing he wants to see is the inside of a 
cell as he takes his final breath in this lifetime. 


Not away as in on the run either. My dad refuses to back 
down from anyone. He never has and never will, but at this 


point he knows he needs to lie low for a while, and he can’t 
do that in Calabria, Italy. 


Where he will go is anyone’s guess. As the boss of our 
family | only expect his consigliere and underboss to know. 


But with him out of the picture he can no longer be the boss 
of me, and it’s any guess as to where things will go with 
Lorenzo now that I’m under his watchful eye. 


At twenty-two years old my father has always kept a close 
watch over me, as has Lorenzo. 


| see the way he looks at me, knowing he wants the same 
thing | want, but also knowing he’s not about to step over 
that line and risk his life, and mine. 


Lorenzo was only around a few times a year. All | Knew was 
that he lived “in the mountains” as my dad would Say. | 
never asked more, fearing that my father might interpret my 
questions for interest and then Lorenzo’s days would be 
numbered. 


As it stands, the only person’s days who are numbered are 
mine...as in eight thousand and thirty days, that’s how 
many days a woman’s had in her life when she turns twenty- 
two. One thousand four hundred and sixty days the number 
of days since | became legal, turning eighteen. 


Nearly fifteen hundred nights since my eighteenth 
birthday... fifteen hundred chances for Lorenzo to take me to 
his bed and make me a woman for the first time. 


| was saving myself for him and only him, and as far as | 
could tell he was saving himself in some way for me. 


| don’t Know about his past before he began working with 
the family as an associate, but I’ve never once seen him so 
much as look at another woman. 


Sometimes after a big job the guys would all go to a strip 
club. The captains of the family loved treating their soldiers 
and associates from time to time after a big score, but 
Lorenzo never went with them. He simply did what he 
agreed to do and each and every time that was done he 
disappeared back into the mountains. 


| wondered what he did up there. Wondered if he had a 
woman and a family. Wondered if he ever thought about 
me. 


Now | was finally going to find out. 


CHAPTER 2 


Lorenzo 


Thirty minutes ago | was damn near a dead man, and now 
here | am about to be the luckiest man on the face of the 
earth. 


When Don Giuseppe Morabito, or Don Morabito as we 
respectfully referred to him, laid out a plan for the family in 
wake of the police crackdown it was my job to either accept 
his proposal or accept the consequences. 


Not this time. 


| stepped forward and spoke up, telling him that | could take 
his daughter up into the mountains, hide her and keep her 
Safe. 


He looked at me like I’d lost my fucking mind, and 
immediately two soldiers stepped in, putting a pistol to each 
of my temples. 


| didn’t care. I’d rather die than live without her another 
day, and his plan was obvious and poorly thought out. He, 
and his daughter, would have been caught within three 
days, tops. 


| couldn’t allow that to happen. 
And the made men of the family couldn’t allow me to speak 


out of turn, and being that | was only an associate of the 
family, and not a part of it, | didn’t have a say, which is why 


if they heard anything coming from my direction either man 
standing to the sides of me would have normally pulled the 
trigger, filling my skull with lead. 


Did | have a rock for a brain? For speaking when | wasn’t 
spoken to, yes. 


But was I crazy? Not at all. 


And Don Morabito recognized that, telling the soldiers to put 
their guns down. 


The first thing he did was proceed to tell me that if | liked to 
speak so much he could make it so | could yell as loud and 
as much as | wanted... while his men tortured me for hours in 
the basement. 


| said nothing, just holding my body still, standing tall. I’d 
rather meet my maker with pride, then fall to my knees in 
front of another man and beg for him to spare me. 


Spare me the bullshit already. 
That’s the reason | moved to the mountains in the first place. 


After three tours with NATO in the mountains of Afghanistan 
I'd come to embrace the altitude and that life. Sure the 
terrain in the dolomites of Italy was different than 
Afghanistan, but the main premise was the same. 


| could be alone, free of the outside world. Days and days 
could go by without any form of contact, and when contact 
was made it was usually via some sort of phone or walkie- 
talkie, which didn’t require meeting in some lame coffee 
shop to talk about kids and families and all that kind of 
bullshit that | had no interest in. 


In Afghanistan it was simply tell me which terrorist mother 
fucker you wanted executed and that’s what I did, quickly, 
quietly, and efficiently. 


Now back home in Italy the calls usually were a request to 
transport items through the dolomites into Austria and then 
to Germany. 


What the items were | had no idea. Wasn’t my business. All 
| knew is that the mob paid well, well enough for me to carry 
packages for them a few times a year and that more than 
paid for my Spartan existence. 


Just how | like it. 


But all that changed when | took a liking to her. And it was 
much more than a liking. It was a fucking obsession that 
drove me wild. 


It was the only time I’d ever delivered a package to the 
family, always taking their outgoing packages and never 
taking their incoming deliveries. 


But this was different. 


I'd arrived at his house and was personally greeted by Don 
Morabito, which was rare. | almost always dealt with soldiers 
or captains, as it should be. There’s no need to move up the 
chain of command unless necessary. 


But apparently the safe delivery of this package was very 
necessary. 


The moment | arrived at the door of Don Morabito’s villa | 
knew something was different. | saw the long line of cars 


and heard music playing from behind the walls of his 
compound, and yes, his villa was a compound. 


It was reinforced with steel, bulletproof glass, and all the 
other cutting edge advancements in protection you could 
imagine...not to mention a small army of highly trained 
security, most former Italian Special Forces. 


And then there was me, the man they all seemed to hate. 
The one who came and went on the Ducati superbike a few 
times a year. 


But this time | was invited inside, past the sneers and gritted 
teeth of his men, as Don Morabito took me into his study like 
a scene right out of The Godfather. 


He passed my package off to a woman and asked me if | 
knew what was inside. 


| shook my head, knowing it was better not to speak. 


When he told me it was a one-of-a-kind Swiss watch for his 
daughter’s birthday party today, and my delivery ensured 
she would receive it on her birthday, and not after, | knew 
just how important | was to him on this occasion. 


| just never knew how important his daughter would be to 
me ever since. 


The woman returned a few moments later with the box 
wrapped up beautifully, even with a bow on top. 


He nodded to the woman and poured me a glass of whiskey, 
along with one for himself as we sat in his study. 


A few minutes later an angel, literally an angel, walked into 
the room. 


“Lucia, my Lucia,” he said as she came to his side. 


It took more willpower than | knew | had not to look at her... 
not to take in the sight of her in that pristine, white, virginal 
dress. 


Not to stare at those long, brown locks of hair that danced 
around her shoulders while my cock jerked in my fucking 
riding pants. 


Thank god | still had on my motorcycle gear, which helped 
hide my desire for her. 


She opened her gift and he helped her place it on her arm, 
where it’s stayed ever since. | know there was some kind of 
inscription on the back, but what | may never know. 


He simply flipped it over and they both looked at it before 
they turned to look at each other. He smiled, pulling her in 
and kissing her on top of her head. 


The fucker made me jealous. I’m not a family man, or at 
least never was until then, but the sight of any man kissing 
her filled me with rage. 


“Thank this man for what he’s brought you on your special 
day,” Don Morabito said. 


When she turned to look at me, her shy eyes glancing at 
mine and then the floor, | knew I’d found a good girl, the 
perfect girl. 


My girl...and one day my woman. 


| was on my bike and leaving the property not ten minutes 
later, but every minute since all I’ve thought about is her. 


| may have seen the guards at his gate spit in my direction 
as | left that day, but | knew the final insult would be mine. 


And that would be the day | came and took the Don’s 
daughter from her castle, right in front of each and every 
one of those asshole’s eyes. 


And today was that day. 


CHAPTER 3 


Lucia 


I’m expecting to see the Ducati motorcycle I’d seen Lorenzo 
ride in on before, the same one I used to run to my window 
to get a glimpse of every time he came and went, which was 
rare. 


| used to spend months waiting for those moments, hoping 
to hear my father mention his name so | would know to be 
perched by my upstairs windows during the days his arrival 
was imminent. 


But there was no motorcycle today, only a simple white van 
marked with Mario Brothers Plumbing. | almost laugh at the 
name, but then | freeze realizing it’s a reference to me. 


During one of occasion, I'd mentioned to my father that | 
was in my room playing “Super Mario Brothers” on Nintendo 
just before | “happened” to come downstairs for a glass of 
milk. Lorenzo was there and he overheard. 


Surely my father took notice of my “random” sightings 
downstairs each and every time Lorenzo was around. 


Whenever I heard the sound of that motorcycle of his, the 
quiet, yet powerful, rumble of the engine making me feel 
things inside that | couldn’t put into words. 


The way he so effortlessly controlled that big bike. Watching 
him wind up the driveway...the way he’d turn his shoulders 


and then the bike would almost follow him, like it was a part 
of him. 


The bike would slow to a stop and he’d throw that big, thick, 
tree-trunk of a leg over the side and come walking up the 
cobblestone driveway to the front door, his riding boots 
making that distinct sound beneath his feet. 


He’d unzip his riding jacket just before he rang the bell, and 
| could see his barrel chest rumbling underneath that snug 
black T-shirt that seemed as dark as he was. 

This time it was different. 

Not a black jacket and a black bike, but a white van, from 
which he quickly removes two of those white bodysuit type 
things that painters wear to keep their clothes clean. 

“Put this on,” he says, tossing it to me. 


| raise my hands just in time to catch it before it reaches me. 


| shoot him a stink eye, but he’s already looking away as he 
steps into his own outfit. 


“My daughter does not dress like a fucking peasant!” my 
dad yells. 


“She does if she wants to stay alive.” 

| turn to my dad, seeing him fume, his face turning red. 
“There are two unmarked cop cars less than two miles from 
your front gate, and a motorcycle cop another half mile past 


them. We can be proud, dumb, and in jail, or we can be 
humble, smart, and free. Take your pick.” 


He steps into the van and fires up the engine. 


I’ve never seen a man talk to my father this way in my entire 
life, not that I’m privy to hardly any of the men only 
conversations, but | know most men wouldn’t have the balls 
to even think about speaking to my father like this, let alone 
do it. 


And that’s why I want him so damn bad. 


| Know he'll never fear another man, and as a woman that 
lives in a Savage world that means everything to me. Once 
they smell a man's fear in my world he’s as good as dead, or 
even worse a dead man walking. At least when you’re dead 
you’re dead. When you’re a dead man walking this life will 
just feed on you until there’s nothing left to take...and then 
they'll take some more. Years and years will go by as you'll 
lose every last cent, your pride, your family, your dignity... 
everything. 


And no one will care because if you’re not a man you don’t 
deserve an ounce of respect. That’s the reality, and the 
moment my father grits his teeth and nods | know he’s 
signed off on my new reality...an escape with Lorenzo. 


| step into the van not knowing where I’m going, but 
knowing there’s no going back. Somewhere along this 
journey | have to tell Lorenzo my true feelings about him, 
and that my future isn’t here... it’s somewhere else... with 
him. 


CHAPTER 4 


Lorenzo 
| can’t believe the old man didn’t kill me back there. 
But | know why he didn’t. 


He has no choice and he knows it...and that makes two of 
US. 


Because | don’t have a choice anymore either... not when it 
comes to her. 


My dick is as hard as the stick shift in this van and damn do | 
want to bury it so fucking deep in her over and over and 
over again, coming hard and filling her with my seed. | want 
to breed her, make babies with her, show the whole world 
she’s mine when her belly swells with our child and my 
chest swells with pride knowing she’s showing the world the 
visual proof of exactly who her man is. 


Me and only me. 
“Where are you taking me?” 


I’m taking you to the bedroom the first chance I get and I’m 
never letting you out. 


| keep my eyes on the road, ignoring her question. 


“| don’t even know you.” 


“Your father knows me, and he trusts me. That’s enough for 
now. You'll be safe. You don’t have to worry...ever. Not 
when you’re with me.” 


Except for the part about me becoming a savage beast 
because she’s turned me into one. 


My hand grips the steering wheel tighter and | feel like | 
have a lead foot all of the sudden. 


| ease up off the pedal, not wanting to attract the attention 
of those cops | saw when | came in. It’s just that I’ve never 
been so damn close to her before, not alone like this that is. 


She shifts on the seat next to me, moving slightly closer. 


She’s so damn close | could reach my arm out and grab her, 
pull her over to me and kiss her hard and fast just like my 
body demands. 


But my head has other plans. 


| need to keep us safe until we’re out of this part of Italy. 
The place is crawling with people that want to take her 
father down, and trying to do so by getting to his daughter 
is an easy approach. 


I’m not going to let that happen. Not now. Not ever. 

She’s mine and this is Italy. If you’re going to live ina 
patriarchal society the first thing you need to do is be a real 
patriarch, and that means being the man who protects 
what’s his even if it means laying my own life on the line. 


That’s exactly what I’d do for her. 


These last four years I’ve come to realize that life isn’t worth 
living without her. 


Sleeping in the mountains in the middle of nowhere in a 
shack made sense... until it didn’t. And the moment | saw 
her the whole “ignore the rest of the world” thoughts I’d had 
for years slipped away from my mind. 


Yeah, | could stay away from cities and civilization as | had 
been. Sure, that’s no problem...as long as she was there 
with me. 


She’s all | need. Just her by my side and our kids running 
and playing by our feet. Little boys and girls that we make 
together hugging my legs and weaving in between them like 
they’re a jungle gym. And that’s exactly what I’d be too 
because lI’d have my kids lifted up in the air and crawling all 
over me like | was a human jungle gym. 


Anything to make them, and her smile. 


| see her glance over at me and take in the sight of me. I’m 
big and kind of crazy looking, and my beard doesn’t do 
much to try and sway that notion. Just wait until | get out of 
this monkey suit and she sees my sleeved right arm. Then 
she'll really know she’s messing with trouble. 


“Don’t look out the side windows,” | say catching her head 
moving to the side. It gives me a quick second to check her 
out. Damn she’s fine as hell, even in that painters outfit. 
She could make a potato sack look like a million bucks, her 
natural beauty is so damn stunning. 


“Why not?” she says. 


“Last thing we need is a positive ID from the cops.” 


A moment passes. “Here, you can pick the radio station,” | 
say, turning the knob of the old van’s sound system. 


She quickly turns it off. 
“You don’t like music?” 


“I like the sound of silence, and there’s something calming 
about hearing you breathe.” 


“Hearing me breath?” | say. 

“When you take in air your chest is so big it causes your 
lungs to fill which pushes your body back into the seat and 
it creaks a little, the old vinyl almost rocking like a ship on 
the sea in the night.” 

“Are you a poet or something?” 

“No, but | spend a lot of time in my room by myself.” 
“Doing what?” 

“Thinking?” 

“About?” 


“That’s personal.” She pauses. “So you must have really 
said something to my dad to get him to change his mind.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“| thought | was going with him and all of the sudden things 
changed.” 


“| couldn’t let that happen.” 

“You couldn’t let that happen? My dad makes decisions for 
himself, no matter what other people say or do or how 
people try and influence him.” 

“| never tried to influence him or persuade him or anything 
like that. | told him how things had to be. You don’t get to 
the top by being adummy, and your father is no dummy. He 
realized the only way was for you to go with me.” 

“Why are you so interested in helping me?” 

“That’s personal,” | say. 


| can see her smile out of the corner of my eye. 


She shifts in her seat, throwing her right leg over her left, 
both feet pointing in my direction. 


“Why do you look so angry all the time?” 
“Who said | was angry?” 
“Have you looked at yourself lately?” 


“Have you looked at yourself lately?” Fuck, I’m on the verge 
of giving away my need for her. 


“What does the way | look have to do with anything?” 


| see her eyes rake over my body and | know she sees the 
bulge in this goofy suit | have on. If there was any question 
about how her looks played any part in my decision, well 
now she knew. 


But this was so much more than her beauty. When I saw her 
my reaction was primal, sure, but it was so much more 
dammit. I’ve never felt the urge to wrap my arms around a 
woman and protect her, make her mine and make a family 
with her. It was something different entirely, something | 
wasn’t ready for and something I|’d waited my whole life for 
at the same time. | just didn’t know it existed. But how 
could |? I’d never met her before. She was the one. | knew 
instantly. 


The sound of the road beneath us is soothing as we head 
north, passing plenty of police checkpoints where we look 
like a team of painters. We even have white baseball hats 
with paint stains on them. | was prepared and the 
preparation makes this trip so much easier, except for my 
balls which are aching like hell. 


We pull over for gas and | try and use the toilet but I’m so 
hard | can’t even get myself to go. This is unlike anything 
that’s ever happened to me. All I can think of is filling her 
with my thick hard on and relieving myself of this pain. 
Something’s got to give and soon or else I’m going to 
explode. 


We drive for twelve hours until finally we reach the base of 
the Dolomites. 


My eyes narrow, trying to stay focused on the road. The 
wind is whipping in every direction, covering the road with 
snow and blinding my view. 


The tires catches a piece of black ice and | feel the van slide 
a bit before the tread on the tires catches again. 


“Is everything okay?” she asks. 


“We're going to pull over and get a room for the night. This 
isn’t safe. I’m not risking your life out here.” 


“We can push on. | trust you.” 


I’m not lacking in self confidence but hearing her say that 
makes me feel damn near arrogant. Knowing I’ve got the 
backing of the only woman whose opinion matters makes 
me feel like a Don myself, even though the mafia life never 
interested me and I’ve got plans to show her why it’s time 
for her to step away forever...and be with me. 


“Right now it’s like we’re trying to maneuver inside one of 
those snow cone makers you see at the seaside in the 
summer. Continuing up the mountains to higher elevation is 
practically suicide,” | say. 


| see a light up ahead and pull over to some mom and pop 
motel. 


Of course there’s an Italian police car parked outside and an 
Interpol car along the side of the building. Nothing better 
than hiding in plain sight. 


“We're getting a room?” she asks. 


| nod. “Yeah, that’s exactly what’s happening,” | grumble, 
leaving out the part about how being able to control myself 
locked up in some tiny room with her all night is going to be 
the death of me. 


CHAPTER 5 


Lorenzo 


| hear a knock on the door and know it’s the receptionist. 
The older gentleman had some leftover lasagna that he said 
he could heat up for us and he’d also slice some prosciutto 
and add in some crackers and cheeses. | like this place 
already. 


And | “like” her a whole lot more, as is evident by my raging 
erection that won’t go down no matter how cold | make the 
water under the shower. 


| hear her open the door and | know it’s my chance to relieve 
this pressure in my balls. 


| hear her talking to the guy and | close my eyes and stroke 
my cock a single time and | unload onto the tile. | grit my 
teeth trying not to yell her name. If only she knew I was ten 
feet away from her right now, stroking my dick to her she’d 
steal the keys to the van and run to the nearest police 
station and turn herself in. At least that way she’d be safe... 
from me. 


Even with the release I’m still hard as a rock. What the hell? 


My dick, and my mind, aren’t having it. They’re not 
accepting the shallow “victory,” demanding the real thing. 


Her. 


| finish up my shower and put on a fresh pair of clothes from 
the duffel bag | brought along. 


Stepping into the main room | see her lying across the 
queen sized bed in a robe, her hair glistening from the 
shower she took before me. 


| want to take two steps forward and dive right onto that 
bed, taking her for the first time, making her feel my dick 
deep inside her as | kiss her lips hard. 


“Alessandro, from reception, brought our food,” she says. 
“He’s looking for a rollaway bed but hasn’t been able to find 
a spare one yet.” 


I’m pissed that he got to see her in her robe like that. | cut 
the guy a little slack since | know he must be pushing 
eighty, if not more. | hope he doesn’t find that spare bed 
and from one Italian man to another | doubt he'll tell us if he 
did. 


Surely he could see the look in my eyes when we checked in 
and he referred to Lucia as my wife, even though she had 
her hands on the reception desk and there was clearly no 
ring present. 

| even saw him look down at her hands, and for a second | 
thought he was sizing her up for himself. Not a chance. Not 
him, nor anyone. 

“Just the old man came by?” 

She nods. 


“Nobody else creeping around?” 


She shakes her head this time. 

“Good.” 

“You think those cops are looking for us?” 
“Unlikely.” 

“What if they are?” 


“Don’t you worry about that,” | say moving closer to her, 
taking a piece of prosciutto from the plate and putting it in 
my mouth while my other hand rises up and I place it on the 
side of her head. 


My dick jerks underneath my clothes and damn | want to 
take this further right here and now. 


She looks up at me with hooded eyelids like she’s thinking 
the same thing | am as she maneuvers slightly, adjusting 
her legs and it takes every ounce of willpower | have not to 
look at her legs to see if she accidentally flashes me. 


“You're safe with me. I’m not letting anyone get close to 
you,” | Say. 


“Anyone?” 
“No one but me.” 


It wasn’t long ago that the police caught ‘Ndrangheta 
member Ernesto Fazzalari in the Calabrian mountains after a 
twenty-year manhunt. Twenty years they’d searched for 
him. Twenty years is nothing, not when you plan on 
spending a lifetime with the woman of your dreams. 


As much as I want to lock her up for myself forever, that’s no 
way to live. | need to get us out of here, somewhere where 
she can live without being in fear... somewhere where we can 
enjoy life... together. 


l'II do anything to keep her safe. Anything. 
“This is yours,” she says, handing me a plate of lasagna. 


| take it, my other hand staying on the side of her chin as it 
slowly drops down, the tips of my rough fingers running 
along her high cheekbones before leaving her face. 


| want to touch every part of her. Her skin is so soft, so 
perfect, and she’s so damn mine. 


Why am I about to eat this lasagna when the only food | 
need, the only thing | want to put to my lips, is her sweet 
little pussy until she begs me to stop... until | make her come 
over and over and over again as | drink up every last drop 
she has to give me. 


| take the plate and start eating, not taking my eyes off her. 
“You're not going to sit down?” 

| shake my head as! chew. There’s something about 
standing so close to her, almost over the top of her, that 
turns me the fuck on. 

From this position it’s easy to see my body is so much wider 
and thicker than hers that | can completely block her view 


when | stand in front of her. 


| want her to not just see how big | am, but to feel it. Feel 
my power now in her mind, before she feels it in the flesh. 


My rock hard erection just won’t go away as my hand grips 
the ceramic plate hard. My other hand is holding the fork so 
tight I’m practically bending the stainless steel in my grasp. 


My muscles are tense, as | make no apology about staring at 
her makeup free face. Damn she’s beautiful...and wrapped 
in white, like a virginal gift just for me. 


| know her dad is controlling as fuck, and | wonder if she’s 
ever been with a man. | doubt it. 


| could be her first, and her last. 

And | will. 

“Where did those extra blankets come from?” | ask, staring 
at the thick comforters on the bed. Despite their bright 
color | hadn’t even noticed them. I’d been too focused on 
her. 

“I asked Alessandro to bring them.” 


“It’s not warm enough for you?” I’m practically sweating. 


“It’s warm enough, but if he doesn’t find another bed then 
we're... we’re going to need a divider.” 


“A divider?” 


“| can’t ask a man of your size to sleep in that chair, so we'll 
have to improvise. But this bed is small. We need 
something to keep us from...to put in-between us so 
nothing... happens.” 


She thinks a little bit of fabric stuffed with whatever the hell 
they put into a comforter is going to stop me from what | 
want? From her? 


Hell, l’d bust through a brick wall with my bare fists just to 
get a look at her, just to see this woman whose beauty has 
me losing my damn mind. 


“We'll make it work,” softly escapes her lips as her head 
turns to the side slightly. 


“We'll make it alright. We'll make it.” 


Make her mine that is. 


CHAPTER 6 


Lucia 
After we eat, Lorenzo takes our bowls back to the reception, 
which gives me time to get the blanket situated in the 
middle of the bed and get back into my clothes. 
The second he walks back into the room he smirks. 
“So that’s the divider?” 


“Stronger than the walls of the Coliseum in Rome.” 


“I can see that,” he says, his eyes moving from my work to 
my body. “You sleep in your clothes?” 


“| don’t have anything else.” 


He reaches into his bag, his eyes never coming off mine and 
he tosses me a pair of boxer briefs and a T-shirt that’s so big 
| could swim in it. 


“You need to get some sleep so we can be ready to get out of 
here first thing in the morning.” 


| nod, moving towards the bathroom which means | have to 
walk past him. 


My body brushes against his and | can’t help but inhale 
deep as! pass him, taking in his masculine scent. It’s not 
musky, like he just got done working out or something, but it 


is strong, more like smoked cedar chips, if such a thing even 
exists. 


Once inside the bathroom | slide out of my clothes, noticing 
how my panties didn’t want to release at first. They’rea 
sticky mess and I’m half embarrassed to put on his clothes, 
knowing I’m going to do the same to his boxers. 


What I really want is to walk out there right now buck naked 
and let him take me just like | know he wants to, which is 
exactly what | want too. 


| could see his need when he was standing over me eating, 
his pants straining to contain his desire. 


| get dressed in what he gave me and realize my desire is 
just as evident, my nipples pebbling through his shirt. 
Damn, I’m going to leave marks in the fabric if I’m not 
careful. 


| step back into the room and the lights are already out. 


He’s on his side, facing the wall, and he only has on a pair of 
boxer briefs, which | can see from the light that’s shining out 
from the bathroom. 


“Come to bed,” he says as if he’s my husband calling me 
over. 


The thought of this being my every night reality flashes 
through me and damn do | like the thought of it. 


| crawl into bed, covering myself with the blanket that’s only 
on my side, but I’m immediately burning up. | can feel the 
heat radiating from his skin just inches from mine, his big 


body taking up most of the queen sized bed even though 
he’s practically ready to fall off his side. 


And I’m about ready to fall over another kind of edge, one 
where for the first time in my life | give a man all of me. 


But he’s not just any man. He’s my Italian mountain man. 


CHAPTER 7 


Lorenzo 


Surely she can hear me breathing hard. Hell | can hear my 
heartbeat in my ear through the pillow. My pulse is 
skyrocketing, the side of my body rising and falling from the 
mattress and the blood rushing through me producing a 
thumping sound that carries through the springs 
underneath us and vibrates right back up to the surface and 
into my ear. 


It’s only making things worse, and me a whole hell of a lot 
harder than | already was. 


| can hear her breathing softly. It’s almost a whimper and 
damn do I ever want to roll over and give her something to 
really breathe hard about. 


One hand is stuffed underneath my pillow propping it up, 
and my other hand rests along the side of my thigh, until it 
slowly slides forward, brushing against the fabric that 
separates it from the crown of my cock, and the fucker 
twitches up towards my belly button, needing to be set free. 


My skin is so hot it itches. | can feel the heat in my face and 
a bead of sweat roll down from my armpits. 


I’m not even wearing a single sheet, let alone a blanket, and 
the heat is on a moderate setting. 


It doesn’t matter. It’s so hot | can barely breathe. 


| stand up and move towards the window, cracking it slightly 
for some air. 


It’s stuffy as hell in here and when | turn and see the shape 
of her ass sticking out | want to grab it and stuff my cock 
inside of it. 

What in the hell has gotten into me? 

I’ve never been an ass man, let alone thought about anal. 
She’s going to be the death of me. She’s got my brain 
working in ways it never has. I’m thinking the dirtiest of 


things that | want to do to this little angel... my angel. 


“My turn now,” her voice sounding deep. “Come to bed.” Is 
she mocking me? 


She’s going to pay for that. 

“Little girl is gonna get a spanking if she’s not careful.” 
“And who's gonna do that?” 

| growl as my nostrils flare. “Don’t poke the bear.” 

“Let sleeping dogs lie.” 

Touché. 


| move towards the bed, putting my hand squarely on her 
ass and roll her across the bed. “Hey!” 


| take her side, lying down and facing her direction. 


She rolls back over facing me and | can feel the heat from 
her breath on my face. 


In one way we hardly know each other and in another it’s 
like we’ve known each other our whole lives. We both know 
how to tease in a fun, playfully, sexy as hell kind of way. 


The way we work together, our natural chemistry, is too 
damn intense. | can feel her energy as she lies next to me, 
that goofy blanket barrier having been messed up in her roll, 
the dividing line in the sand between us clearly gone. 


“You should get your rest,” | say, knowing we have to get up 
that mountain tomorrow no matter how much | know I need 
her to get up on top of my cock right fucking now. 


Imagine if her dad has men watching us. The man is the 
most connected man in the country and for all | know there 
will be private investigator types taking pictures of us as we 
leave in the morning. Imagine if she has the freshly fucked 
look. Her father will know and he'll send someone to kill 
me. I’m absolutely sure about that. 


| don’t even care about myself, | just worry about her. What 
will he do with her if he knows she gotten too close to “the 

help.” That’s all | am to him, which is fine. It’s all I’ve ever 
wanted to be, at most. 


“That makes two of us,” she says, her voice signaling she’s 
clearly awake and has been for some time. 


| can feel the precome sticking to the inside of my boxer 
briefs as my dick gets dangerously close to stabbing her in 
the stomach. 


| swear I just opened the window, but then how in the hell is 
it somehow even hotter inside now? 


My eyes move down and | see her body shaking, her thighs 
clenched tight. Damn how I want to open them by any 
means necessary right now, filling her with more pleasure 
than she ever thought humanly possible. 


| reach an arm across and wrap it around her body, sliding 
her across the thick sheets to me where she belongs...in my 
arms. 


She licks her lips and | grunt hard. 


My hand slides along her side, up across her shoulders 
before moving gently across her neck and then her cheek. 
My fingertips find a lock of hair and tuck it behind her ear so 
| can see her clearly, perfectly, without anything between 
the two of us. 


Her hair is soft like silk but her skin has become tight, 
goosebumps covering it. Her whole body trembles slightly 
as she shivers even though I know there’s no way she’s cold. 
She’s burning up. | can feel it. 

“Tell me you want this.” 

| can’t wait any longer. Four years was too damn long in the 
first place. We could have already had kids by now, or have 


gotten married at the very least. 


I’m done fucking around wasting time. It’s time to finally 
live and that starts now, with her. 


“I want this. | want you, Lorenzo,” she says softly and a 
throat growl vibrates through me. 


“You have to be one hundred percent sure, completely 
convinced because this isn’t for one night. This is forever.” 


She nods. 


“Once we start there’s no going back. You won't be able to 
stop me even if you tried.” 


“| don’t want to stop you. I’ve wanted you, this, us, to start 
for a long time now. I’m ready.” 


“I'm talking about all in, like every fucking inch of my cock 
that I’m going to bury in your tight, little pussy.” | move in 
closer, my nose brushing against hers as | speak into her 
Slightly open mouth. 


“I’m going to fill you with my seed, breed you, put babies in 
this amazing body of yours,” | say, my other hand sliding out 
and placing it on the T-shirt which covers her stomach. “And 
once I do l'Il never stop. As you know we Italians have big 
families and family always comes first... middle and last and 
everywhere in between. We're going to have a huge family 
and I’m going to come inside you morning, noon and night 
until we’ve achieve that goal, my ultimate goal... making you 
the most beautiful mother in the world. And you know how 
you become that?” 


“Tell me.” 


“By putting my babies in your belly...and instead of telling 
you anymore I’m going to show you.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Lucia 


A moan escapes me and that seems to set him off, his lips 
crashing down on mine. 


My whole world flips upside down as my eyes close and a 
heat, inside this already burning up room, rushes through 
me. 


| roll over onto him, but he doesn’t allow it, mounting me 
and taking both of my wrists in his arms as he holds me 
against the mattress, his lips devouring mine. 


He kisses me hungrily before moving his way down my neck, 
causing my back to arch and my body to writhe against the 
sheets, Knowing this is really happening. 


The way he’s kissing me tells me | have no say in this matter 
anymore. It’s just as he promised. Once we start there’s no 
going back, not even if | wanted to. 


He physically can’t, the hard rod pressing into my stomach 
more than enough proof to back up his words. 


“| swear we'll get to know each other better real soon, but 
first | have to know you like this...intimately,” he says as he 
reaches for the bottom of my shirt. 


His callused hands take it, sliding it up my sides until he’s at 
my breast level, without any signs of stopping. 


He doesn’t. 


My back stays arched and the fabric easily clears my 
breasts, exposing them for the first time to anyone. He’s the 
first one to see my body, and see my need as my nipples 
ache, elongated and he takes one in his mouth while his 
hand grasps my other breast. 


| feel a moan leave his mouth and rumble across my chest as 
he sucks my nipple, before flicking it and then taking it in 
between his teeth firmly, but not hard enough that the pain 
is too much. 

“You want to get to know me better?” | say. 


“Until | can predict what you’re going to do with my eyes 
closed.” 


“I’m not sure you could guess what I’m going to tell you 
right now.” 


“Don’t tell me you changed your mind. It’s too late,” he 
Snarls. 


“Never, but what | have to tell you is that... I’ve... never...” 
His mouth comes off my tit and | feel his chin scrape along 
my cleavage as his head goes from horizontal to vertical as 
he stares at me like a man possessed. 

“You never what?” he demands. 


“What do you think.” 


“Tell me. Don’t make me think right now. | can’t. I’m 
fucking gone, lost in the flesh, your body, making you 


mine.” 

“You'll be the first to know what that’s like...and the last.” 
“You're a...” 

| nod. 

He bares his teeth and a throaty growl pours out from his 
lips. It just continues like a wolf preparing to howl at the 


moon in the night. 


“Mine,” he says and his head darts to my body, kissing his 
way down my stomach as his fingers grab my hips hard. 


He grabs the boxer briefs I’m wearing and tears them clean 
off, ripping the micro modal fabric like it’s a napkin. 


His face backs away, his chest heaving as he stares down my 
hole. 


“Oh fuck yeah! That’s mine. Your pussy is fucking mine. Do 
you understand me?” 


“Yes,” | whimper. 

“I can’t go slow. You have to know that. I’m about to lose it 
right fucking now,” he says as he doesn’t take his eyes from 
my glistening gift. 

“| don’t want you slow. | want you now.” 


“And every day for the rest of our lives.” 


His head darts into my middle and he takes my entire pussy 
in his mouth, dragging his tongue right up my middle as my 


ass muscles flex, sending my hips forward, grinding my 
pelvis into his face as his tongue slides inside me, claiming 
me for the first time. 


CHAPTER 9 


Lorenzo 


Italy is known for its food, but this is the sweetest treat of 
them all, and no one but me will ever know. 


I’m holding her hips tight, like someone’s going to come in 
here at any second and try to take her from me. 


Never. 

You'd have to kill me and even as I was lying on the ground 
dying I'd bite your fucking ankle off to stop you. No one 
gets close to my woman. 

Not mafia. 

Not police. 

Not feds or even Interpol. 


She’s mine and only mine. 


Her pelvis grinds into my skull as my tongue dives deep, 
tasting sweetness and then muskiness from her tight tunnel. 


My cock is thumping up and down on the bed, slapping it 
like a jackhammer. 


And | know | could pound nails through concrete right now, 
my rod hard as steel and my shaft a thicker handle than any 
hammer I’ve ever seen. 


One hand slides up her side and to her breast, as | take it in 
my hand, gripping it hard as I feast on her pussy. 


| suck her lips, taking her labia in my mouth before 
spreading her wide with my tongue so I can get as deep as 
possible as | search for her spot. 


| want her to come. Need her to come. Need to drink her in 
as her body quivers, shakes, and shivers into my mouth. 


Making her feel this kind of pleasure, and the climax | know 
she’s damn close to having, brings me more pleasure than 
anything in the world. 


But | haven’t been inside her yet either, and | know that’s 
going to top that which is currently untoppable. 


Her taste. Her writhing on the sheets. 

| bring one finger to the area just at the bottom of her pussy, 
applying pressure while I slide another digit inside... clearing 
a path for my tongue but it just doesn’t work. 

She’s too damn tight. Too damn perfect. And mine, dammit! 
| feel her take my hand as she pushes it into her chest while 
her other tiny hand grabs my wrist, willing my finger deeper 
inside me. 

“Fuck me, Lorenzo. Fuck me.” 

My mouth comes off her and | can’t get out of my only piece 


of clothing fast enough, throwing it to the side so hard | hear 
the lamp fall and break but no way in hell am | stopping. 


| mount her, placing the crown of my cock at her opening, 
running the head through her folds as she whimpers, 
slamming her head on the bed from side to side. 

“| need you inside me.” 

“Where? Tell me where?” 

“Inside me.” 

“Where inside you?” 

a My pussy.” 

The word | was looking for causes my body to jerk and my 
forearms to become tight as coiled ropes. And my whole 
body feels like a coiled cobra right now, ready to strike. 
“Fuck you smell so good, Lucia.” 

| lean forward running my nose up the side of her neck as | 
breath in her scent before taking her earlobe in-between my 
teeth. 


“I’m going to fuck you until you come all over my cock.” 


She shakes and | grab her chin with one hand, holding her in 
place. | squeeze slightly and then kiss her lips hard. 


She kiss me back like a woman possessed and then pulls 
away. 


“No more kissing. No more foreplay. Fuck me, Lorenzo...and 
fuck me good.” 


There’s only one first time and I’m going to give the both of 
us a memory that will last forever. 


“You've always been mine since the day you were born, just 
like I’ve always been yours. We just didn’t know until four 
years ago, but now... now it’s time to make you mine in every 
way.” 


| cock my hips back and thrust inside her, opening her up as 
| take her for the first time. 


| howl like a wolf, my voice hoarse from the cool night air 
and all the talking I’ve been doing. 


No more time for talking. 


| slowly pull my hips back, my cock sliding out of her 
excruciatingly slow. 


Staring into her eyes | see that she’s both completely 
present and completely somewhere else at the same time. 


Her eyes are open so wide it’s damn near scary as finally the 
last of my shaft leaves her and just the tip remains inside. 


“You okay, precious?” 

She nods. “Uh huh.” 

“That was a lot to take.” 

Just as | go to say I’m sorry she cuts me off. “I wanted it. | 


asked for it. And now | want it again. Give it to me. Give 
me your cock, Lorenzo!” she calls out into the night. 


Well, if the cops were tracking us they sure as hell know 
where we are now. 


But | don’t care. Her need, her demands, the perfect pitch of 
her voice turns me the fuck on just like every other part of 
her. 


| slide my dick back inside wondering why I'd ever pull out 
of her again. 


Her pussy fits like a glove telling us both where we belong... 
together. There’s no telling where one of us ends and the 
other begins because we are now one. Forever and always 
how it was meant to be. 


“Fuck I’m not going to last long.” 
“Me either.” 


| start rocking my hips in rhythm as my hand slides to her 
throat, massaging it, feeling her swallow underneath my 


grip. 

Knowing how she trusts me, knowing | could crush my little 
snowflake in my hand right now but of course there’s no way 
in hell | ever would. | can’t even believe the thought passed 
through my head, but damn I’m still a dark man. 


| live in the hills by myself like a savage, but that’s about to 
change as soon as | breed her, which is seconds away. 


“Are you ready to take my seed.” 
“Yas,” 


“All of it?” 


“Every last drop.” 


“Good, because I’ve been saving it all for you. All these 
years and now it’s time to give it all to you.” 


| release her throat and both hands take her hips as | fuck 
her like a wild man, her body flailing like a ragdoll as she 
screams and | just keep going. 


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh...” 


| feel her walls close in around my cock and my balls pull up 
and my whole world stops. 


Her pussy squeezes me tight and then releases as | feel her 
cunt cover me in a tidal wave of wetness which sends my 
biological breeding clock into panic mode knowing that I’ve 
found the perfect woman to mate with and to make the most 
of my chance, my mind still not accepting that | found the 
one. She’s just too damn perfect. 


My body takes over and | feel my dick pull back slightly just 
before it comes blasting forward like a cannon shooting a 
ball of come deep inside her followed by more thick white 
ropes of seed as | fill her completely. 


My body jerks, and my shoulders hunch. | tuck my hips, 
burying my cock as far inside her as humanly possible as | 
continue to fertilize her womb with what will become our 
child. 


My body won’t stop, more aftershocks...a twitch in my 
neck...a clear feeling of my pulse in my throat. 


My body is in a place it’s never been before... inside her. 


She flops once like a fish and then her pussy locks on with a 
vice like grip before she explodes on my dick again, 
covering me, our juices mixing as they slide down the crack 
of her ass. 


| cup my hand and place it at her opening applying 
pressure. | don’t want a single sperm getting loose. 


This is the perfect conception...the first time. 
This is what | want, a child. A child conceived within 
minutes of me entering her. That’s how life is supposed to 


be lived. 


To mate. To fill her with babies forever. And to build a 
legacy together. 


| kiss her hard before falling forward onto the bed, her body 
underneath mine. 


“I can’t move,” | say, feeling my weight pressing her into the 
mattress. 


“Don’t! Please. Just lay like this with me.” 
“Aren’t | smothering you?” 

“In a good kind of way.” 

“You need to breath, woman.” 


“You took my breath away a long time ago and | haven’t 
caught it since.” 


| smile. It would sound corny as hell if it was in some movie, 
but this is better than anything Hollywood could dream up. 
This is real, just as her words ring true. 


How do I know? 


Because | feel exactly the same way...and have since the 
moment | laid eyes on her. 


And now I’m lying on top of her, my cock still buried deep 
inside her. 


The night is young and I have no plans to stop. We're going 
to keep going, making young’uns until the sun comes up. 


It’s time to leave my mark inside her...and now that I’ve 
started there’s no stopping me now. 


CHAPTER 10 


Lucia 


For the next two days all we do is sleep, make love, and 
order “room service” from Alessandro’s wife. 


The small roadside motel has cleared out, every guest come 
and gone except us. 


We're as loud as we want to be, not worrying about anyone 
hearing us in what are practically blizzard conditions. 


| can’t get cell phone reception and neither can Lorenzo. 
Good. 
Who needs it when we have each other? 


We manage to borrow a VCR, yes a tape deck, from 
Alessandro and some movies. 


“Who is your favorite Italian actor?” Lorenzo asks. 
“Robert De Niro.” 

“What?” 

“You were expecting Al Pacino?” 

“ĮI was expecting a real Italian. Come on. Aren’t you the 


daughter of a Don? You're not Italian unless you’re born in 
Italy. Those guys are from New York.” 


“Which is Little Italy of its own.” 


“True, but they weren’t born here, like the best actor that 
ever graced the screen, Marcello Mastroianni.” 


“You like the o/der actors?” 

“Very funny.” 

“Did they have color TV when you were a kid?” 

Lorenzo puts down the VHS boxes and dives back into bed. | 
try and pull the covers up and over my head but it’s too 
late. He tickles me relentlessly and I laugh harder than | 
ever have before. 

This is what life’s all about. 

Sure, it’s nice to live in an amazing villa in a beautiful part of 
Italy, but I’d prefer to be locked up in this simple roadside 
motel any day of the week... as long as Lorenzo was here 
with me. 

“Speaking of kids, we should talk about names,” he says. 


“You really think I’m pregnant already?” 


“I Know you are, and regardless I’m going to keep filling you 
with my seed until there’s no denying it.” 


“What about my father?” 
“What about him?” 


“He’s going to kill you.” 


“I'll take care of that.” 

“You're going to approach him man to man?” 

“Why not?” 

“Oh no. We're better off running away.” 

“Where would we go?” he asks playfully with a sparkle in his 
eye. Wow, the ideas never occurred to me as I’m practically 
a captive at home. 

“That’s a good question.” 


“Let’s start with some of your favorite beaches in Italy.” 


“Okay... Chia Beach in Sardinia. Hmm, maybe Furore beach 
along the Amalfi Coast.” 


“Now we're talking,” he says but doesn’t allow me to answer 
as his lips find mine. 


“We could watch movies with Sophia Loren, Isabella 
Rossellini, and Monica Bellucci since we can’t agree on a 
favorite male actor.” 


“| don’t care about other women. The only woman | want to 
see is the one who stars in all my dreams... you.” 


“Awww, but come on? Monica Bellucci is beautiful.” 
“She’s got nothing on you.” 


| wrap my arms around his back as best | can. He’s just too 
wide and too thick to get all the way around him. 


“What were we saying about kids names?” | joke, kind of, as 
he slides out of his clothes and pulls my panties down. I’m 
not even sure how | got dressed again, if lying around in 
only panties is considered dressed these days. 


“How about Leonardo or Michelangelo. Maybe Donatello.” 
“Throw in Raphael and we’ve got all four Teenage Mutant 
Ninja Turtles,” | joke, my hands moving to his sides, tickling 
him quickly. 

“And you know what all of those men were?” 


“Artists?” 


“That’s right, but even with all their creativity they never 
could have dreamt up someone as beautiful as you.” 


He places his cock at my already soaked entrance and 
Slowly slides into me, rocking in and out slowly as his lips 
stay glued to mine. 


God, how much | love this man. 

This may be so new in some ways, but it’s been brewing for 
longer than it takes to enter university and exit with a 
degree... four years. 

And how many men and women go to college and find a 
partner and get married when they graduate or shortly 
thereafter? 


Plenty. 


| may not have gone to college, but I didn’t need to. | grew 
up in the school of hard knocks and this rough and rugged 
man is the dean of dishing out punishment if anyone ever 

tries to harm me. 

He’s older, more experienced, and self-sufficient. 


He’s fine on his own, but he chose me to be his, just as | 
chose him. 


Maybe I’m an old soul or maybe I’m just attracted to 
everything he is. 


Regardless it doesn’t matter. When I look into his eyes | see 
a man who loves me, and one | love. 


And you don’t need a degree, or time, to pass the test of 
understanding what that feels like. 


It’s natural, basic, and emotional. 
And he’s given me everything | ever wanted and more. 


And soon l'Il give him what he wants more than anything, 
except me. 


A baby. Our baby. As we start our family together. 


CHAPTER 11 


Lorenzo 


The next morning | come back from the motel reception with 
our breakfast. The snow has let up and a lot of it is actually 
starting to melt. It’s crazy how much we missed just locked 
up in that motel room, the two of us. The whole world could 
have ended and we wouldn’t have know it. All that 
mattered was that we were together. 


Damn, | love this woman. 


| enter the room and see her standing there buck naked just 
looking at me with swollen lips and red marks on her chest. 


My beard must have scratched her, claimed her skin, 
marked her as mine. 


Her lips look puffy and a bit bruised, and their fullness 
makes me think immediately about how they’d look sliding 
up and down my cock. | get hard immediately, even though 
we've already had sex three times this morning. | made sure 
she came a trifecta of times before | found my own release. 


As crazy as it sounds | think | get even more pleasure 
watching her get off than | do myself. There’s something 
about seeing this woman melt in my arms, giving her heart 
and soul over to me that just hits me right in the fucking 
chest. I’m considered one hell of a man, but that was always 
because | was rough and rugged and looked like hell on two 
wheels when I’m on my bike. 


That was all fine and dandy, but this is different. This is 
what it means to be a real man, to see a woman and know 
that she means everything to you, more than your own life. 


To know how you'd do anything to protect her and make all 
her dreams come true, because they’re not just her dreams, 
they’re our dreams. 


Together. 


For years | never even realized half of me was missing, that | 
was incomplete. | believe in addition by subtraction. If | 
could just take away all the bullshit of everyday life my life 
could get so much better, and it did. 


| love living up in the Dolomites all alone. 


But not anymore. Can | still live there? Sure, once the snow 
clears. But! can’t live there, or anywhere, without her. 


A house is a structure built with four walls and a roof. A 
home is where she is, even if it’s a damn cardboard box on 
the side of the road in Naples, not that I’d ever allow her to 
live in such conditions of course. 


She’s my princess, soon to be my queen, and she deserves 
to be treated as such every day for the rest of her life. 


| may not have as much cash or resources as her father, but | 
have something else that matters much, much more. 


Love and respect for her. 


We enjoy the simple moments just as much as we do the 
sexy ones. 


We even talked about getting away from this life... doing it 
together. 


Just taking the money we have and opening up some 
seaside snack shop and living on love forever in the middle 
of nowhere. 


You don’t need money when you've got what we have. You 
only need each other. 


We finish off breakfast, have one more romp in the sheets, 
get cleaned up and head back out to the van. 


| pay the bill, thank the caretakers for all their Italian 
hospitably, and fire up ol’ Bessie and we're off. 


“Are we...driving south?” 
| nod. 

“Back towards Calabria?” 
| nod again. 


“But, it’s only been a few days? We need to stay gone until 
someone contacts us...don’t we?” 


| hit the blinker and pull over into the small town of Agordo. 
It’s a postcard worthy town that can’t have more than five 
thousand inhabitants, but it’s known because it served as 
the home of Luxottica Group S.p.A, before they moved to 
Milan. 


Luxottica is the world’s largest eyewear company, owning 
such brands as Ray-Ban, Persol, and Oakley. It even makes 


prescription glasses for companies ranging from Target 
Stores to Chanel, Prada, and Armani. 


And how appropriate because it’s time to open Lucia’s eyes 
to the truth. 


“Why are we stopping?” 

“We need to talk.” 

“About?” 

“The truth.” 

| see her swallow hard and then she nods. “Okay.” 


| breathe in deep and exhale hard. There’s no easy way to 
do this. “What do you know about your father?” 


“More than you think I know.” 

More than I thinks she knows? “I don’t understand.” 

“It’s your dime. You first,” she says, referencing an old 
American slang term. I’m both impressed and confused she 
would know that. 


“What do you know about Giuseppe Morabito?” 


“I know he killed my real father and told me he was my 
father, raising me as his own.” 


As much respect and admiration | had for this young woman 
| realize | just underestimated her. 


“How did you know that?” 


“He keeps me locked up in that fucking house. Not only 
that, but | don’t look like him. At some point, with all that 
time on your hands, your mind starts to wander. You get on 
Google and next thing you know you’ve joined a few of 
those ancestry sites, done a ton of digging and you find the 
truth.” 


Unbelievable. 
“Just like that?” 


“It took years to piece it all together, but | managed to. The 
lucky part is he’s old so he doesn’t know much about 
technology and as a mafia boss he barely uses a phone, as 
would be expected. The guys around him are mostly thugs 
and meatheads so they have no idea what I’m looking at on 
my computer. A simple VPN purchase for a few dollars a 
month and they think I’m just spending all day on shoe 
shopping sites when in reality I’ve got another ten or twenty 
browser windows open doing all my research trying to figure 
out what in the hell is going on.” 


“So you know?” 

“Of course | know...and that’s not all | know.” 

“What else do you know?” 

“I assume you mean about you?” 

“Yes.” 

“I Know you’re backstory is true, at least most of it. You’rea 


good man, a noble man, and one who really does live up in 
the mountains after spending time in Afghanistan serving 


with NATO troops. You saw things and did things that no 
human should ever have to. You lost friends and you never 
had a family to start with, just like me..the real me. You 
were an orphan, or are an orphan | should say... again just 
like me. Except the difference is that absolute asshole that 
killed my father had the balls to tell me that he was my 
father, and | believed it for the entirety of my formative 
years. You, on the other hand, started from zero. The 
government took notice of you, your anger, your size, and 
recruited you for the military. It’s acommon move across all 
governments.” 


Unbelievable. 


“So when you got back from Afghanistan, the Americans 
you'd worked with knew you were disillusioned with a lot of 
things. They singled you out and reported you to their 
bosses who checked into you and saw you'd started working 
with 'Ndrangheta. You were the perfect entry point. You’d 
had a lot of experience, both in armed conflicts and with the 
American way of doing things. When one of your old 
buddies from Afghanistan, an American special ops operator, 
approached you about working with the F.B.I., it was a 
chance to get back to what you loved... working for the good 
guys, and putting this life behind you...the same thing | 
want...to put this all behind me.” 


“You found this out all online?” 
“| found the trail, it was up to me to piece it all together. It 
didn’t make sense at first and | couldn’t believe it, but there 


was no other logical solution.” 


“Is this even real then? For you at least?” | ask. 


Her hand comes off the seat and she slaps me across the 
face. “Don’t you ever question my love, especially when | 
gave you all of it. | put my fucking heart on a silver platter 
for you because | knew you were the man | wanted to be 
with, before | even knew who you really were. | was always 
yours, and when | found out more and more about you it 
only reaffirmed what | already knew... you were a good man, 
and you would become my man one day.” 


The shock of her action is quickly washed away by the 
seriousness of her words. 


“I Know you were running cocaine to wealthy skiers from all 
over the world as they visited Italy and Switzerland for the 
winter. | knew that, but | was the only one who knew that 
wasn’t the real you. That’s not who you are on the inside. | 
knew you were doing that for some government 
organization. That’s why when the Interpol officer contacted 
me | told them to spare you as part of my agreement.” 


“Interpol? 


“Of course. Did you think | was just going to walk away from 
the mob? Are you crazy?” 


“You have a deal with Interpol?” 


“Not much different than your deal with the F.B.I. I’m 
assuming.” 


| sit there on the bench seat of the van, frozen. | have no 
idea what to say. This woman literally took the words right 
out of my mouth. 


Here | was thinking | was all smart and tough and had this 
all figured out and that now it was finally the time to break 


the news to the woman | truly loved. 


Only to find out she was a full step ahead of me. Hell, not 
just a step. She’d already run the entire race and was 
waiting at the finish line with a big smile on her face as | 
stood there in the starting block, still waiting to take off. 


“So if we’re going back to Calabria then that means you’ve 
probably alerted your F.B.I. handler that you and | were out 
of town and they started their operation, and now you think 
it’s safe to go back. Let me be the first to tell you... it’s never 
safe to go back there again, no matter what some Americans 
tell you. This isn’t their turf. They know nothing. Sure, they 
can take down the figurehead and some of the top guys, but 
all that does is creates a power struggle and make room for 
another group of men to take their place. So, | ask you 
again. Are you heading back towards Calabria, because | 
won’t allow it. It’s a death sentence for you and me both, 
and more importantly the baby inside me...if that’s what you 
really wanted in the first place.” 


| grab her face, squeezing tight but she shows no signs of 
fear. | kiss her hard, showing her that’s exactly what the 
fuck | want. Her and only her. That’s all | ever wanted and 
all l'II ever will want. 


And I’m all she wants, even knowing my history and every 
fucked up thing about me. 


Here | was thinking | chose her, but in reality she was always 
the one in the driver’s seat. She was the one, just like me, 
who’s been ready for this for four years. 


But she was much more prepared than | was, much more 
cerebral and apparently a hell of a lot more feisty. 


Italian women are known for their passion and feistiness and 
she’s no exception in that regard, but she’s the exception in 
every other...the exception to every woman in the world. 


There could only be one woman like her, and somehow | was 
lucky enough to find her. 


| pull my face back from hers, keeping my grip on her chin 
as | fire up the van again, staring deep into her eyes. 


| flip the van around and head back in the direction we 
started. 


She’s right. Heading south is a death sentence, and there’s 
no way in hell I’m risking that. 


| already rolled the dice once, risking it all by standing up to 
her “father” to get her out of there. | won the game. 


As Kenny Rogers said, “You've got to know when to hold 
‘em. Know when to fold 'em. Know when to walk away. And 
know when to run.” 


It’s time to run far away from this place so | can hold her in 
my arms forever. 


And that starts right fucking now. 


CHAPTER 12 


Lorenzo 
“What do you mean you're working on it?” 


“It takes time, Lorenzo. There are phone calls to make... you 
understand I’m sure,” the F.B.I. agent says into the phone 
receiver at a different motel we’ve pulled over and checked 
into. 


“No | don’t fucking understand! | was on my way back to 
Calabria where my woman and our unborn child would have 
gotten lit the fuck up. Are you kidding me? I gave you 
everything you wanted. | risked my life. | risked her life. | 
risked our lives. And | risked our child’s life you prick!” 


“I'm sorry, Lorenzo. We’re doing the best we can.” 


| shake my head ready to pound the receiver against the 
wall until it breaks when suddenly | feel the tender touch of 
my woman’s fingertips on my shoulder. 


Damn, it’s amazing how much just her touch can calm me. 
I’m still furious as hell, but at least my mind wanders from 
how I can put a bullet in this guy’s skull back to what’s really 
important...finding a way to keep my family safe. 


“Hang up?” she mouths as she rolls her shoulders. 
She’s right...again. | thought | was a pretty smart guy but 


damn, she’s one step ahead of me like always. Plus it’s my 
job to protect my family, not another man’s. Relying on 


someone else is always a recipe for disaster...except when it 
comes to me, because she can always count on me. Always. 
I’m going to wake up every day of the rest of my life with the 
privilege of the opportunity to prove it to her over and over 
again, even though she never even asked. It’s because | 
want to, because | want her to be happy more than I’ve ever 
wanted anything. 


| set the phone down and stand from my seat, taking her 
face in my hands. 


“How do you always know what the right thing to do is?” 
“Because | Know the only thing that matters is us.” 

| kiss her lips hard, reminding her just how much | love her. 
Then it hits me. I’ve never actually said those words. 
“We've got everything we need. We’ve got enough money 
where we can start somewhere far far away from here. Just 
me and you. We can live on the one thing we have that no 
one can ever take away.” 

“What’s that?” she asks. 

“Our love for each other.” 

She melts into my arms and we kiss deeply, holding my lips 
pressed to hers. There’s no tongue, no grouping, no moving. 
Just that tight squeeze of two people who are perfect for 


each other joined at the lips. 


No talking. No noises. Just feeling. 


And what | feel for her can’t be put into words anyways. It’s 
in my heart. 


What seems like a second passes, but | Know it must be a 
few minutes, and our lips finally separate. 


“I’'min. I’m always all in when it comes to you.” she says. 


“I've got some money in Switzerland. We can go there, get 
the money, and get on a plane from Zurich to anywhere in 
the world we want. We'll just disappear forever, and | know 
just the place.” 


“The mountains or the beach?” 

“Both, beautiful. I’m gonna give you both and I'd rip the 
clouds right out of the sky if | could too. You just tell me and 
watch me reach for them.” 


“No need. My head’s already in the clouds. I’m in heaven.” 


“Me too,” | say, putting my hand on her belly. “I can’t wait 
to love this little bugger just like | love you.” 


Our lips quickly find each other’s again and we hold each 
other tight, excited about our future and ready to put the 
past exactly where the past belongs... behind us forever. 


| reach around and grab her behind, picking her up off the 
ground as her legs wrap around my waist. 


Carrying her into the bedroom it’s a race to get undressed 
first. 


We've done hot and heavy, slow and sensual, and 
everything in-between. 


The rest of today and into tonight I’m going to give her 
everything, in every position possible. 


And when we wake up in the morning we'll be gone... forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Lucia 
One week later 
One good thing about the F.B.I. and Interpol moving so 
Slowly is that they were too slow in finding out that my 


father had additional bank accounts in Zurich. 


As expected, he put them in my name in case anything ever 
happened... without telling me of course. 


The only problem with that is the money is mine, and I’m of 
legal age. So all I had to do was walk into a bunch of banks 
in Zurich and ask to access my accounts. 


There were exactly twenty banks in all and in seventeen of 
the occasions | looked like a complete fool. 


“I'm sorry, Miss Morabito, but it seems we can’t locate your 
account,” was heard in seventeen instances. 


But in the other three? 


“We'll need some time to prepare everything considering 
the size of the withdrawal.” 


“Certainly,” | said, with a devious smile as Lorenzo just 
shook his head at my ingenuity. 


| have to admit, | could have been totally wrong, looking like 
a fool on every occasion. 


But what | loved most? 


Even though | completely struck out on my first six 
attempts, Lorenzo never once questioned me, doubted me, 
or made fun of me. He had my back the entire time, and 
when things went our way at the seventh bank, the 
embarrassment we’d experienced more than a handful of 
times became water under the bridge. 


Lorenzo gave me a kiss and then went to clear out his 
account and find us a hotel...a very nice hotel considering 
our new financial status. 


| finished up early at the bank and quickly sought out a 
pawnshop, where | pawned the watch my “dad” had given 
me for my birthday. | looked at the inscription on the back 
one last time, feeling my stomach turn. 


My Lucia, always and forever. 

Knowing the truth, the words made me sick. 

He was never my dad and never will be. The worst part is he 
was the one who killed my parents and then basically 
kidnapped me, raising me to think | was his own. 


Never. 


And although it took twenty-two years, justice had finally 
been served. 


Don Morabito, or dad as I’d known him for so many years, 
had refused to go quietly when the police arrived the day 
before. 


All the better. 


The story of his death in the ensuing shootout was on the 
front page of the morning’s newspaper. Good. 


The man at the pawnshop took a look at the watch and then 
at me. At first | thought he might realize who | was, but then 
| realized | was just being paranoid...a relic of my former life 

that | looked forward to putting behind me. 


The pawn shop jeweler wasn’t shocked because the 
daughter of the man who was on the front page of the 
papers was standing in his shop...he didn’t even know who | 
was or where the watch came from. He was shocked 
because of the value of the watch, and he knew | knew its 
value as well. 


He made a few calls and we settled on a price. | was 
excited. The money from the sale could be used to purchase 
a gift for the man | really belonged to always and 
forever...Lorenzo. 


His commitment to me was unparalleled. He never returned 
to his cabin in the Dolomites, saying there was no way he’d 
risk going there only to find people waiting to kill us. 


He told me his past no longer mattered anyway. The only 
thing he cared about was the future. Maybe some hikers or 
hunters would find the cabin and give the place a new 
beginning, just like we’d given each other. 


We stayed in Zurich a few days, enjoying the beautiful town 
before boarding a plane to Santiago, Chile, where we are 
now. 


“Go slow, baby. This is a steep descent,” Lorenzo calls out 
from up ahead of me on the bike trail in our new hometown 
of Valle Nevado, just outside of Santiago. 


You can take the mountain man out of Italy, but you can’t 
take the Italian out of the man...or apparently the love for 
the mountains either. 


Valle Nevado is a posh ski town, but it’s out of season right 
now, seeing that we traded in the Northern Hemisphere for 
the Southern Hemisphere. 


Just the way we like it. We’ve got the place all to ourselves 
to get used to our new home, and that starts with a little 
mountain biking date for today...and Lorenzo’s backpack full 
of focaccia, Italian cheeses and bread, a Thermos full of 
Lavazza rossa, and of course prosciutto. 


| slowly let out on the brake and my bike slides down the 
mountain path. | can’t wait to ski for the first time in my life, 
here this winter. 


A fresh breeze blows through the mountains as | squeeze the 
handlebar break as my bike approaches his. 


“Perfect. Nice and slow to keep our baby safe.” 
“You're really obsessed with me being pregnant aren’t you?” 


“I'm obsessed with everything about you,” he says, his big 
body leaning over his handlebars to give me a kiss. 


Life cannot get any better, as Lorenzo truly delivered on his 
promise. He’s given me the sea and the mountains. 


Okay, technically it’s the South Pacific Ocean, but it’s close 
enough to being a sea for me. 


Chile has the eleventh biggest difference between its high 
point, Ojos del Salado at over twenty-two thousand feet, and 
low point, sea level. And we may not be in Ojos del Salado, 
but we're pretty high up. Dare | say our heads are literally in 
the clouds? Yes...always. 


“Here, let me help you,” he says as he takes my mountain 
bike by the handlebars and | look up at him. 


“What’s happening?” 
“Time for our picnic of course.” 


There are very, very few trees on the mountain, but he 
seems to have found one, and we're going to take 
advantage of it. 


We get settled underneath the tree on a blanket and I can 
smell the pink flowers just next to us. | have no idea what 
they are but they add a certain perfection to the ambiance 
of one of the undisputed most beautiful countries in the 
world. 


Lorenzo is just sitting there looking at me and | cock my 
head to the side and look at him. 


“You didn’t want to eat... food, right now?” I say, interpreting 
his lusty look...or am | mistaken. 


“| just want to admire you in this amazing place fora 
second. The backdrop has nothing on you, and at this 
altitude all the oxygen rushing to my brain isn’t what has 
me feeling intoxicated...it’s you...it’s always you.” He’s 


leaning back on the blanket, with his hands down as he just 
drinks in the sight of me, making me feel so darn loved. 


“Awww,” | say, leaning in for a hug and a kiss as his eyes 
stay locked on mine, ignoring the amazing backdrop behind 
us where you can see blue skies for miles and miles. 

When I release from his lips and lean back, his hands have 
somehow slid off the blanket without my notice and now 
he’s holding a small, black, velvet box. 

“What?” 


“| managed to sneak in a little shopping while we were in 
Zurich.” 


| practically tackle him as we fall back onto the blanket, 
kissing passionately for minutes and minutes and minutes. 


Finally we stop to catch our breath and he looks over his 
shoulder and we both break out laughing. 


We pat the blanket and move around looking for the box. 
“There it is,” | say. 


He grabs it and without saying a word, opens it up and slides 
the ring on my finger. 


“You're not going to ask me?” 
“| couldn't wait another second. You have to be mine now.” 


“| always was,” | say, looking down at the gigantic rock on 
my hand as I try not to cry...to no avail. 


| fall back into his arms, feeling our perfect love. 
| love that he didn’t ask me. Why should he? 


He’s a man who knows exactly what he wants, and what he 
wanted all along was me. 


And that’s exactly what | wanted him to have...me. 


Because that means | get exactly what | always wanted to... 
him. 


“| love you, gorgeous,” he says. 

“I love you.” 

“Just like we'll both love the beautiful little thing that’s 
growing and developing inside you,” he says, putting his 
hand on my belly as we lay side by side. 


“Us,” | say, and our lips find each other’s again. 


Looks like that picnic of ours is going to be delayed fora 
bit...or more. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Lorenzo 
Twenty years later 


“What in the world?” Lucia says, looking at the contraption 
in my hand. 


“It’s a tandem sandboard?” 
“| didn’t know those even existed.” 
“They don’t..until now. | made us one.” 


“You're too much,” she says, and | give her a kiss, pulling her 
down to the ground as we laugh like little kids. 


“Dad! We're ready.” 
“Go ahead bud. We'll see you at the bottom of the hill.” 


Our oldest boy, Leonardo, takes off down the hill in Concón, 
Chile. It’s an incredible little town where you can see the 
ocean from the peak where locals sandboard. 


What might be considered equally as incredible to some is 
that Lucia was pregnant with Leonardo from our first time 
together, although it’s not surprising to me one bit. | knew. 
| always knew. And it’s just nature’s way of reaffirming we 
were meant to be for each other. 


And we're out here enjoying this incredible “nature” of Chile 
on a bit of a family holiday. 


“Wait for me!” Luca, our fourteen-year-old cries out, taking 
off down the hill after Leonardo. 


Right behind Luca are Lara, Letizia, Luisa, and Luciano. 

As much as | wanted to keep the kids coming, Lucia drew the 
line at six. She said the old show was called Eight is Enough 
for a reason. 

I’m more than happy. Hell, | still feel like | won the lottery 
just making her mine in the first place. The kids were a huge 
bonus. 


“Looks like it’s just me and you again,” she says as we watch 
the kids storm down the hill. 


“How much time do you think we have?” | ask. 


“Lorenzo!” She slaps me on the arm. “I’m not about to get 
sand in places | don’t want to get sand in.” 


“We can use the sandboard to keep you off the sand.” 
“You're incredible, you know that?” 

“You're incredible.” | kiss her hard and she leans into me. | 
can see she’s thinking about it, but as her eyes trail off down 
the hill watching the kids | know it’s not going to happen... 


until tonight when the kids are asleep. 


“God, they’re so beautiful.” 


“| love each and every one of them so damn much,” I say 
watching my kids scoot down the hillside. “What do you 
think about some more?” 

“You've got to be kidding me?” 


“I’m dead serious.” 


“This body has carried six children over the course of twenty 
years.” 


“So four more should be nothing.” 


“| have to ask you an honest question,” she says turning to 
me giving me her very rare, “I’m extremely serious” face. 


“Shoot.” 
“Do you still find me attractive?” 


“Just as much as that first day | saw you in your house 
twenty years ago.” 


“Now I know you’re lying.” 
“Have | ever lied to you? Ever? Even one single time?” 


She looks off into the distance, squinting. “Actually... no. 
Not even as a joke.” 


“My point exactly.” 
“But how?” 


“How come I’ve never lied to you? How could you ever lie to 
the person you love more than life itself?” 


“| mean, how can you find me just as attractive now as you 
did then. | mean, aren’t men visual and genetically 
dispositioned towards beauty?” 


“Genetically programmed? Dispositioned? Are you a 
scientist now, or am l a robot?” | tickle her ribs. 


“I’m serious!” 


“I’m serious too. You know how sexy it is to know that those 
six little munchkins started their life inside you. Inside your 
stomach! You gave them life. You gave them food. You 
gave them a heartbeat. Without you there is no them. And 
without you there is no us.” 


“But that’s emotional. What about the physical?” 


“Woman, you're way overthinking this. You know l'm a 
damn caveman when it comes to you. You know the second 
you denied me my first thought was to club you over the 
head with this sandboard and drag you over to the other 
side of the hill by your hair and take you just how | damn 
please.” 


“Gross!” she says, tickling me back and I can’t help but 
laugh. “Does the thought of that actually turn you on?” 


“Okay, maybe not that, but you know damn well everything 
about you turns me on. See for yourself,” | say taking her 
hand and putting it on my groin. 


“Oh my god, you're hard right now!” 


“Of course | am, because you’re by my side.” 


“That’s all it takes?” 
“That’s all it’s ever took, and that’s all it ever will.” 


“Good, because that’s exactly where | plan on being for the 
rest of our lives.” 


“Amen to that,” | say giving her a kiss. 

“Mom...dad,” we can just barely make out from the bottom 
of the hill as our kids, which are no not much bigger than 
the size of ants, yell up to us. 

“Your favorite words in the world?” | ask her. 

“Nothing is better than hearing my children call me mom.” 
“| bet | Know what’s a close second,” | Say. 


“What’s that.” 


“| love you,” | say tackling her into the sand as we roll 
around laughing like two little kids. 


We may be a bit older. | may have a bit of gray forming 
around my temples, but when we're together | always feel 
like a kid again. That joy. That exuberance. That excitement 
for what tomorrow brings. 

It’s all there. 

Because they’re all there. 


My family. 


And that’s what life’s all about. 
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